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My Darling’s Shoes.

God hless the little feet that can mever go
astray,

For the -little shoes are empty, in my closet
laid away,

I sometimes take one in my hand, forgetting
till 1 see

It is a little, bulf-worn shoe, and much too
emall for me;

And ull at once I feel a sease of bitter 10ss
and pain,

And sharp as when,

two years ago, it cut
my heart in twain. A

Oh ! little feet that weary not, I wait for
them no more,

For I am drifting on the tide, aud they have
reached the shore ;

And while the blinding tear-drops wet these
little shoes so old,

L try to think my durling’s feet are treading
streets of gold ;

And then Ilay them down again, but al-
wuys turn and say,

God bless the little feet that now so lurely
cannot stray.

And while I thus am standiog, 1 almost seem
Lo sce,

The little form beside me, just as it used to
be; .

Theo little face uplifted, with its soft and ten-
der eyes—

Al me! 1 might bave known that look was
born for Paradise.

Ireach my arms out foidly, but they clasp
the empty air,

For there’s nothing of my darling but tie
shoes hie used to wear,

Ol! the bitterness of parting cannot be done
away,

Until I meet my darling where his feet cun
never stray ;

When I no more am drifting upon the surg-
ing tide,

Eut with him safely launded upon the other
side.

Be putient, leuart, while wuiting to see the
shining way,

Yuor the little lect ean never, 1o, ean novrer
EO ustray,

DID SHE DO RIGHT?

BY MYRONA WILLARD,

A fenrtully eold. blustering duy it w s,
late in Deer mber, just at the season when
wirth nnd pleasuntry should have reizn-
ed supreme over all {neir subjects; but
a time ot unutterible desolation
least onfe of God's ereatures, as she stoud

to o at

#lona ut the door of her late home, with
the sweeping aale. as it lashed by laden
with fire dust, and stingine chill, almost
‘reezin her in ats ruthless pitilessness
She looked up and down the long, de-
serted street, that wever looked dre: pier
than then, as she bade it a mourgful, si-
lent good-bye.

Opposite, the doors were all fust
closed, and in the rupidly pathering
twilight she saw the wirm glow of che
fires. the ruddy. welcoming lights that
had becn svcmiu;.;l_v |i,'.'lllcd to woek her
own cheerleas lonesomenegs; and it
seemed to her, in lher bittersess, that
she could sec u mockivg, derisive viile
an the fuce of all Daisyviile, thut slio,
proud Isubel Keut, the daughter, und
once the heiress, of proud Thowas ilent,
was to-night to leave lier howe a poor
girl, to battle with the world, which had
once beeu her slave, and was now her
master,

With & shiver, less of cold than dis.
tress, Tsabel ICent turned away from the
darkening streets, and iotothe hall of
the large, elegeut, empty house. A

single gas burner was lighted, sending
the oL

s & astaiisail l.nu\..u iniu wuutier,
and thac was ull the light there was to
illumine her departiog footsteps.

In the silent parlor, where the rich
paper seemed to wock the empty desola-
tion, stood Isabel's trunks, pucked, und
strapped, und marked; and how the
girl's lips quivered, as the light rcvealed
to her:—

“Miss Kent—Pussenger—Coloeyton.”

So it was there she wus going. Two
hundred wiles from home, friends—if
friends there were, who had turved the
cold shoulder when har athor's will had
deelured her worse than penuiless—had
lett to her fond, broken heart, the legacy
of dishonor and deot. It wus that
kuowledge thut had proven almost ton
wuch for her; otherwise, how Guely, if
sorvowfully—bhow enruestly, if lonesome-
ly—she wonld have born poverty, and
fuced the world which owed Jera living
But everything seemed so chunged now;
even lsabel Kent herselt had chunged
trom u joyous, careless girl, to 0 Bturn,
cuibittered womao.

A hired veliicle rolled up to the door,
und when the driver had attended to
her lugpage, and the old temale servaut
had kissed her gloved hand, she was
whirled away—to what? sbi¢ wondered,

with a mirthless little laugh, as she sat
upright in the vehicle, and watched the
houses’ that held people she feared she
f:til']y hated.

At the station-house she had little
time to think—the crowds, the noise,
the glare. the incoming and depurting
trains—for Daisyville was an importast
terminus,

After she had procured her ticket,
she sat duwn on a seat just opposite the
door; and so, when Charles Roberts
cume in, she saw him before he saw her.
He advanced straight over to her, us
soon us he recognized the bluck roted
fizure.

‘“ sabel, I am tempted to take you
away from here by simple force. T huve
been to the house, but you were too
quick for me. Isabel, will you persist
in this foolishness ?”’

He hud takeo a seat next to her; but,
vear a8 he was, he could not see the
paling anguisa that lay in her pure,
cla sie fuce, or the flush of momeutary
wrath that followed his eager, impulsive
words,

It i* not Toolishness, Charies. W hat
should I do if I did not goto Wrs

He interrupted her in his quick, hot
headed, earnest way.

“Where should you go, truo enough,
my darling? Is not wy home lonely
for of you? Does not my
heart ery out fo r you, its queen ? Isabel,
there is yet ten winutes; won't you
think of it agaiu, and let we take you
from this place to be wurried to me,
and to my howe forever? Remember.
wy Isabel, how 1 love you."

Under her thick cerape veil Isabel's
lips grew tightly compressed, sndaslow,
red Lloom cawie to her checks. It was
A preat temptation; she, so lonely, so

trasile, to go out inte the world, nutling
but a

the want

Culnpanion to a rich, strange wo-
mun, whose face she had never s}
aiad  here was Chuarles Roberts, with his
splendid ‘bouse, his matehltss caviinge
and haudsome face, aud
irreproschable character; who sat beside
her, bepging her to aceept it all.

But Isalbel wus a proud woman, and
she eould uot brook the idea of THTTE

i r
'"i‘-

horres, his

lor home, for were gratitude, even
Wshe kuew the offer came from the wan
whao, she lelt, worshipped her.

But all this, she did not love
Clurles Roberts ; and there luy the
seeret of her refusuls—they had heexn
muny, of him. And vow again, with the
chilling look ‘out on the world before
her, she decided thut she would work to
the deuth Lefore she would be the wife
of mau to whom she could not give her
affections.

fur

“1 have made up my mind long ago,
Charles, und indeed it grieves me to find
that you cling to me so. 1 aw sorry ;
L wish for your suke I might view these
thiogs in the same lighe yoi do; but 1
can't. It iz impossible, that is all. There
comes the train.”

Bhe arese, as the long train came in,
with a sad, pitying look at her lover's
luce.

“We will try to be friends, then,
[sabel, thongh heaven knows how mock-
ing aud empty friendship is after love
Write to me; if ever trounle comes, com-
magd we to any exteut,
thut.”

He held her hand at the lust, and io
so ficree a clutch, that Isabel almost
cried oat.

You'll promise

“Good bye, Charles, good-bye!"”

She was really gone at lust,on the
way to her destination. Tlat wais a
long, lonely ride, and wany tears fell
back off thut heavy, masking veil, before
she arrived at Colueyton, on a clear,
bright moruing, when the streets were
swarming with lite und gaiety. It re
vived her somehow, and ghe feli almost
conteuted when a respeotful railway
official tupped her on the shoulder, und
poiuted to n waiting earringe,

“The driver has been asking fora
young ludy from Daisyville. T beli ve
you took the train there, Miss?"

And #o she found herself in Mrs.
Cravern's carriage; and, later, in the

lady s presence,

Mrs. Craxern was an invalid, passabiy
good-looking, who roccived her newly-
with  a  polite
welcoming and kind iuterest, thut woyld
have gone straight to feabel’s heart, had
not her pride und * resorvo been elial-
lenged by the young lady to whom Mrs,
Cravern introduced her.

“This is my vigee, Miss Folsom ; Miss
Kent,” |

Isubel ackuowledged the presentation ;
and if she was stung to the quipk by

the frigid hautcur of the fair girl) Miss

engaged  compaunion

LBy Lo,

Folsom was as euraged ¥ Isabel's in-
differently graceful bow

“Aunt Clara,” shé's

had gone to het toow at night, to
weep and suffer all tho lo phiours, shall
you allow her to ming h our visi-

tors? She is much
-aunuuiuuu Lo pass w
compauny.’

“As often as I cad sparo bor, of
course. Why should she ot sec a little
enjoyment, poor child 7 %ou are getting
jealous again, Elien?” —!

“You remewber how nif music gover-
vess foiled me in that affair with War-
rea Rayuwoed? I dou.'j sare that this
proud, fair girl and I shéuld run a tace
for Charles Roberts” =

“You have no reason $o suppose thut
Charles Roberts cares fo:!ou; you never
met him more than o dozin times.”

“True. But I care fof him.”

“We'll not trouble qt‘rxul\m about

that."” ‘

* * * * i *

Day after day wenl-@, and of the
scores of geutlemen whb bad called on
Mrs. Cravern and her niéee, Isabel had
seeu nono, for all herking friend ingisted
upon 1t. -

Isabel had grown 9. comprchend
perfeetly Ellen Folsom, @ind treated her
aceordiugly.  Sometimes when  Ellen
wanted = favor done sfe would go to
Isubel, and Isabel wowld do it. OF
course there wuas perfect apparent
cordiulity between them, while really
they were ut swords’ poiuts,

It was cue day, when dsabel had been
two mouths there, that Qo passing by
the parlor-door, she came luce to face
with Eilea and Charles Rob rts.  1How
she hated herself for that sudden blush
she felt burniug on hav_eheeks; but us
wlanced and ecaughe Bllen's
anzered  eyer, she suddeuly
grew perfeetly composed and calm.

“leabel ! is this resldg you? Why, I
Lnd - uot the shightesditica yoahad -oome
to Mrs. Cravern’s! Are you well and
happy I

He beat to whisper quickly the last
word.

she up

seurnbul,

Isubel gave him her hand with
her old-time grave quict and hautear,

“Quaite, thauk you.  The feicods in
Duaisyville are all well 7"

“Oh, yes, und you can't conccive how
many of thew wiss you [

“That s pleasunt to kvow. T am in
somewhat of u  hurry,
Roberts. Good-bye ;" and she hastencd
un without another word.

Ouce in her room, she sut composedly
down to her work, while Mrs. Cravern
wus out for ker nooa ride,

Yhe wondered it Charles Lad forgot-
ten her—thaut is, ceusid to care lor her?
She hersell’ the
careless sort of way, and then went on
to think how nice heand Ellen lucked
together ; aud of ‘a sudden a frighiful
revelation came to ui;i'-—:.o sudden it
fuirly took her breath—zco blissful, her
senses ached with joy ®ud yet so dread-
ful shic thouzht she should not survive
it.  All this in a magieal second, and
the revelation was this—shie loved Char-
les Roberts, and had loved hiw all the
and he loved her not any lougser,
but Ejlen Folsom !

Atv that very moment Ellen eame in,
in ull the blooming beauty and stylish
clegaunce that charncrerized lier.

“I have ecome to ysu for my first
conzratulation.  Charles savs van wern
once un old friend of his,”

Charles—Mr.

usked question in a

Lime 3

Isabel fiit her eyesgrow dim as she
anticipated the news.

“I am an cld friend.”
snid.  But how fully,
expericnced the truth of her lover's
words that night they partsd !

“We've not decided on the wedding-
day, but Charles is in a gront lurry
Most But you
are going to wish me joy #”

“Oh, of course, all fFthe world!”

She wasn't very enthueiusiic; but it
was her will that forced her to speak;
her heart was too sore.

“And there's another thing, Tsebel,
You must pardon me for saying it, but
['m sure your good judgment will ap
proeve.

It was all she
entirely, she

lovers are, I sippose.

Charies has told we ol your
little love passage; and I thought that
us you had
and he'll s0 olton, it
would be prudent for you to find anoth-
er-

once been o much to him,

Lo Lnumlg' hier.

Isubel bad risen to her foct :
the first words, with
checks

Jmost at

vivid, blushing
eyes. with
low, scorehing toucs, she interrupted her
—“Enough! I cowpreliend your's and
Mr. Roberts’ delicacys
Mrs: Cravern.

und flughing Now,

Uive my apolo-
My-truuks will

Be called for by the railway omnibus.”

She put on her hat and mantle, and
without vouchsafing a word to the
delighted, triumphant girl, went out from
the house.

“I have to thank my presiding stars
for suggasting that story. I knew her
proud spirit wouid up in arms and leave
me a clear field to win him. I only
hope T have uttered a prophecy. As if
I didn’t read aright their socret !”

S8he had made o slight mistake, how-
ever.

And poor Isubel, her cheeks burning,
walking on to the station that she had
arvived at so lately, wondering where
she would go, when a glad, joyous voice
called her name.

‘“Isabel, were you going home to me.
as you promited me to do if you needed
me "’

She iostinctively  recoiled a step.
Then, seeing that no one was in the
waiting-room but themselves, she threw
back her veil, and gave him the full
hencfit of her indignation,

“How dare you ask me such a ques.
tion, when your lips have so’lately asked
Ellen Folsom tu be your wife? Char-
les. Boberts, I Lad thought better of
you."

And then she cricd. Wasn't it just
like a sensitivi, loving, over-wrought
woman te do that? And Charles Ro-

berts’ heart gave a great throb of de-
ligght!
“Oh, my Isabel! Now I know that

you love wme; else, why this accusation
—these teare? T never have spoken of

love to any woman saving yourself,
Isabel, you believe me? You love me

at last 77

Like a2 solemn truth, she could not
help believing, cawe the blessed know-
ledyue to her,

1 believe you. I love you !”

And iu the wowentary desertion of
that Lusy, publie place, Isabel Keunt
Luew she was alone vo longer for ever

An hour luter, when the railway
vwunibus drove up to Mrs, Cravern’s for
the trunks, Ellen met the two at the
hall.

-Ulease sond (he future Mrs. Roberts’
trunks dowo, Miss Folsom.”

It was true. [hey were engaged to
be warried, and Ellen had beew punish-
ed, s liurs und plotters are punished ;
it not so sovon, so surely ; il nou in this
world, vu the other side of the river.

The Sailor and the Fuschia.

BY J. C. M'CABE.

Near a seaport town, in the year 1871,
there lived a poor woman and her ouly
son o lad of about sixteen ycars. By
great industry in mending nets, patehing
sails, and doing all Kinds of little odd
jobs, they barely managed to make a
poor living,  Her husband had been a
suilor, and, like some other sailors, alter
wany years of going and returning safely,
at Just bude good -bye to his howe, sct

r;li], and was never heard of :|;,':tin. There
was 4 lonz,  weary time of cxpecting

hoping and watching for some tidings
of the wissing ship—but in vain; wuone
ever canme.

It wus nataral the boy should turn for
his father had
chosen and loved; and it was natural

thue e alinuld

a livelihiood to the lile

his mehor  aftar ana Lo
dissuade him from it.

“Do not tell me ofthe money you wiil
suid she.  “Whut care I for
Thiuk of your poor futher.”
However his desire o try the ocean

bring wme,”
money?

surmouited all obstacles, and one brighe
morning he stood belbre her to say good-
bye.

What shall 1 briog you mother?”” said
he, cheerfully.

“Bring me yoursell,” she sobbed,
through her ters; “it is all 1 want."”

“But, mother, you must tell me some-
thing"” said he;*well me something vow.”

The widow liltad hier head; she thought
ol nothing, and cared for nothing in her
great gorrow; she glinced at the open
door.  “Bring we, theo,” said she, “a
[ flower for my garden”, _
It would
be a long story to tell ull his adveotu-
res; until, at last, from a port i Chili,
the eaptuin resoved to suil fur howe.
It was the last day on shore, when the
| lud remembered his mother's request.

“A flower, and the haodsomest [ can
find, my mother shall have.”

The plant was obtained, and oarefully
he tended it all the long voyage homo ;
and when he stood with it in his hand,

at tho door of their small dwelling place

So the sailor boy departed.

| aceond eldest.
1

a1d merrily sang out, “Here 1 am mos|

ther, and here is your flower!” one ean
scarce imagine the happiness of that
humble little home.

The widow hugged and kissed her boy
and planted her flower, which throve
finely in its new home. Soon after, &
gentleman, traveling that way, ‘saw it;
admiried it, and paid her a large price
for a slip from it. In richer soil it be-
came etill more: beantiful. Its sprouts
wefs sold for twenty guineas a plant
and this was the beginnig of one of our
most splendid fuschias. It is stated that
a high offer was made for the entire
plant, but the widow would only sell
alips from it.

Dolly Vardens.

If husbands are to be mistaken in
“Dolly Varden' dresses, a8 with an un-
tortuuate husband in Philadelphia, the
sooner the fushion is squelched, the bet-
ter will it be for the peace of society.
The busband in question one night mis-
sed from the supper table his wife Matil-
da, and inquired of his little boy whither
had she gone, and just at that momeunt
the dining room door opened ond a lady
entered. The husband observed a wiid
lovk in her eye, and also noticed that
she was attired in an outlandish style,
buviog on a8 he says, a dress with sun-
flowers, and cabbages and pumpkins
worked all over it, and a lot of snakes
squirming around for a back ground.

Rising, the man said,“Madam, whom
do you wish to s¢e?”’ and then said, aside,
“Poor thing she's crazy.” That last
remark scttled the business for him, as
the weird female made a bolt and tightly
grasped his Aduw’s apple and choked
him until his fice assuumed the color of
@ bunver of the Comwune. After she
had enjoyed a surfeit of choking her
husband she flopped into a chair, and
with tears coursing each other down her
clieeks, excluimed: *That I should ever
live io hear my husband say thut I was
erazy.” This amused the husband, who
elevating hiwsell to his fuil proportions,
said:

“You can't blame me, Madam, for
suppusing you an insane women, and
uow that I know you are the mother of
these interesting children, will you have
the kioduess to rocire to the sanctity of
your chamber and peel yourself of that
picee of furniture chintz, or window
curtain, or whatever it is you call it.”

“Window curtain, chintz!” said the
spouse; why it's you that’s out ot your
hepd. That's 8 Dolly Varden, and a
very pretty pattern too.”

“Madaw,” replied the husband, “we
may be out of heud, bat if that is aDol-
ly Varden we are most decidely out of
pocket. Whyit lookslike a circus dress,
und the idea of a woman at your time of
lite—""

“My time of lifel”

“Yes, your time of life. The next
thing, I suppose, you will be practicing
the trapeze act in the back yard. Why
it is enough to give a maa the delirium
tremens Lo lovk at it. Who ever saw
such a pattern? It's flash wall paper
run mad. You luok exuctly like sowe
Japanese tea sign. And now just bouace
out here with that Feeje battle flag, or
you'll scare the baby to death.”

There was an ominous pause for a
monient. aud then the cldest daunchter
said:

“Why youought to be ashamed of
yourself, father. It's all the style, and
I am going to have one, too; there now'’
“Yes, and T want one; all the girls have
ot them.” Thus spuke Maria, the
“Any more!"” gasped the
husband: ‘““Are there any more 7 Hadn,t
the baby better have one? guess I'll got
one myself. How do they make up for
pantaloons. Fa! Ha! Ha! (demoniacal-
ly.) Let me have a Dolly Varden. Let
me cluteh it. Dring me a pattern of
wonkeys selling  lamps posts. How
would a chinese puzzle look, or a map of
Fairmount Park?”’ All the rest isa
blank. The unbappy husdand has just
been liberated from an agylum and pro-
nounged cared.  But the only way they
managed it was to dress him ina Dolly
Varden, marked out with dic ground
plan of the streets of Boston.

The last joko at tho exponse of H. G
reports that “in an agricultural essay on
tobaceo he asserts that the fine-cut will
not ripen well unless tiie tin-foil is strip-
ped from the growing bud early in the
spring, and that plug-tobicco ought to
be kunocked off the trees with clubs in-
stead of being pleked off with the hand.”

We'call g.thntlon of thoss p
ders who wcnder ‘why the
charges s small extra pllmiﬂ &
voyage vear Cape Hatteras, o &t Subwer
to the above question, made in “tHe? .ﬁ#
dependent, by Rev. Dr. Orolby
been there: :

“It looks pretty on the map-
clean, angular finish to the cast
the southern portion of & m
Unum; a delicate rim to Albsrmariéhnd:
Pamlico Sounds; the apex of two lines.

of oraca fe- h- wantlhiful

aracc o et Smwm
Eoaty

in the first class in geogrlphj., I
me give you another view of it.. t

on a steamer, that looks so lirge: atthe

dock and to little on the ses. A gulb is:
roaring upon you from tho east, tht

and lightning are ragiog st you. fiom-
the west, the sea is black and lﬂhﬂ-

gether rolhng and foamiog, and
ing, sinkiog and swelling, mlllng
yawnivg; and the poor ship fs.
as with an army of Titans; up s
it aguin, and shakes hcmlﬁlil:l Q
foundland dog just, O}ﬂ. -of I.h.

'{ﬂ

up agam, at lust, with many a7
snap of beam oha brace, she finds's’
pendicular, only to try the earéet’'on
the other side, with the ssmd sl ,
paniments, Put your head dut-“on-
deck. Whew! how the gale’ mn
through the rig"lug Look at ﬂllt’ g-'
ry wave coming at the side. © !
it strikes the vessel; ghe shakes' “
last fibre, and a young Niagara id po!
upon her decks. As the shook is"
you gee with horror that the whesihouse -
is gone. Its wreck is farlongs l'lfb’
this time, out among the sharksy Oh 1.
this won't do. So you go belo#
You clutch at som('thiug.n.l every
or you are on your black in a twit
Now you take three or four. steps’ ﬂll-
marvelous rapidity; then you Halt ‘bt -
stupidly, as if waiting for an' o . -
The erbin-steps arc anywhere md’lhi.»
zontai to ninety degrees ‘eaoh :
Study your time and scize your oppor-.
tuuity. There, you are in the ‘eibis.
Another fearful lurch: Cfash! MI
the steward's crockerys There gt os the .
stove ! Quick ! help gather up ;
or the ship will be on fire.' PHE Wi is-
close and sickish down heréi ‘Soutida
of nausea are issuing out of every’
room, forming a wretched chorus.
take refuge in your own stateroom: ‘¢ .
is six feet by three; it has a smell of' pu- ,
tresc ‘ot antiquity.  Youw can’t tell whtioh .
is floor aud which is side, without ‘Somhe
calculation. You find your physiéal
system in sympathy with ‘outward Nas'
ture. It is confused—unhappily miréd.
The heels try to get to the head, and'the -
stomach tries to get to the mouth.” The
stomach suceeeds better than the Leth,
Ugh! how' disgusting'! You erebp,'s -
remnant of your former’ self, into' Yotr -
berth. Whack ! That was anothér 'se
oo her beam. You rre lying on the-
floor, bewildered. Again you wuse the !
refrain: “Oh! this won't do.” And'
up you crawl apd slide and run and -
climb to the deck ounne more. It is the .
old thing, only mere so. The sailors,:
all dripping, are hanging :qn to fhe i
shrouds, stancheons, anythiog tkab.will -
keep them on their legs. The suale- -
stack is enorusted with salt. E?Ol"‘lhﬂf";

MIJ Tt .‘l..... h

sce how the eraft can hold together muph
longer, with all this wrenching and fwist= .
ing and plunging and roaring sndoresk-
ing aod breaking. Dear me! what's
orge, night is coming on—Dblack, aﬂfnl
night—in the midst of t.hl.n bel}d:'illg,
boiling Tartarug ! :
Stop! I'll not go any fifthee. Iﬂll,‘
wished to answer the question;, What is _
Hatteras?”’ I've jusc been &hers‘lﬂ
kuow.

*

i e wend .-lmu-.—

- o -

SEE S ;"

Many persons who wear readir
ses are sorely annoyed at the diffioulty of
keeping them in their proper position on
the nose, To all such it will be inter
esting to know,that a rising young oilti- .
cian has devised a very ingdntew ex- .
pedient by which that end can be socom-
plished. It consists in drivieg & thok -
into the bridge of the nose and hang?mg
the glasses upon it. _—

— o S ; :

An incorrigible osachelor ¢reated a
sevsation in a company of l.ldln by gay-
g, “I bave a wife in iy eye;” But. the
sensation subsided whon it was obsenyed

he was looking at wife oﬂnothﬂ m
m———- g

ha T

L]

A Virginia dog still yelps 'iltl‘oﬁ
light at the sound of * Dixie” -
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